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frivolous occupation.    The women, on the other
hand, being yet women and not quite sophisticated
in the ways^of the world, looked puzzled at these
frigid unnatural ways of the j'oung men and often
appeared to me to be putting up a prayer with the
big appealing eyes of theirs for warmer and more
human relations.     This strange state of things,
however, left me unaffected, for my thoughts often
flew back to San Francisco but more frequently they
were taken up by an object near at hand. And that
object was one of the missionaries who sat next to
me at the table and who accompanied me on that
memorable motor-drive to Pali. It was while passing
those flippant remarks of mine on Christianity and
the other great beliefs of mankind that I made the
strange discovery that the little woman who sat
next to me possessed a soul the most truly Christian
of all I have come in contact with in all my life. Not
that I had not met and lived with truly noble-
minded Christians, but in their Christianity there
was always an element of consciousness, as if the
great teachings of Christ by which they lived were
a matter of choice and principle with them, their
reason and judgment telling them that to live after
the Christian way of life and thought was the best
imaginable mode of living in this imperfect world of
ours. But with My Missionary, Christianity was not
a matter of choice and principle nor even of reason
and judgment but a pure spontaneous growth of her
inner nature, a mere welling-up of her subconscious
self.   Were she born and brought up among the
Patagonians and never heard the name of Christ,